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From "The Sun" July 2, 1905. 

THE WORM THAT HASN'T TURNED. 

Now, hold on, Morton ; you are going fast. 
My God, man ! they were Senators you fired. 

Our Peerless Leaders — one full blown, one past — 
And they have done their work as they were hired. 

The Joker surely fitted in the pack. 
And often smoothed the precious fifty-two. 

Dealt even cards to right and left bower jack ; 
A modest tenth of such a chance is due ! 

Cleveland, who is he? Couldn't even lead 

His crooked, squirming, twisting party straight ! 

Said : "Office is a public trust." Indeed ! 
They dropped him quick enough outside the gate. 

Higgins goes quoting from a musty book ; 
"God spake these words and said,*Thou shalt not 
steal,' " 
Clearly implying James and Jimmy took 

More than they ought. How must our Chauncey 
feel? 
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Oh, bosh ! The game is solvent, deal the pack. 
The jacks or knaves and two spots, and the rest, 

And what the "beneficiaries" lack — 

Why, let them buzz! We know they can't con- 
test. 

You bounce, good Lord! two Senators a day. 
Why, Paul, how rude ! and one ex-Minister, 

And drive our finest gentlemen away 

From the board meetings wiith your fuss and stir. 

And Higgins has inflamed that wasp Jerome, 
And God knows what he ma)y do, for he talks 

Of sending perfect gentlemen from home. 
Ugh! But my sing song muse at Sing Sing balks! 

Now, Mr. Morton, people soon forget, 

No one is hanged because the Slocum burned. 

Nothing was done — old hulks are running yet, 
For that damned dolt, the worm — it hasn't turned! 
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From ''The Sun" July 15, 1905. 

THE EQUITABLE THIEVES. 

They are guilty. The bars clang behind them, 

Shaved, numbered, and put into stripes. 
God's free air and sunlight will find them 

Consorting with criminal types. 
They have stolen from money confided 

For the sacredest purpose of life — 
From the fund by the father provided, 

At death, for his children and wife. 

So the scandal of bribes and collusion. 

Embezzlement, plunder and graft. 
That has thrown our finance in confusion 

And struck, like a poisonous shaft 
At the life of American honor. 

At our Nation with battle flags furled, 
Is avenged, and wiith love rained upon her, 

Columbia stands clean to the world. 

There may be some error about it, 

(Neumer? Lobley? The names are obscure, 
Their crimes almost petty) ; yet shout it : 

"We are purged, and our justice is sure." 
Don't cavil and quibble and strum on 

Great names and their harvests of crime ! 
For God's sake be thankful that some one 

For this hell-storm is now doing time ! 

5 
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From "The Sun" July 17, 1905. 

THOU SHALT NOT STEAL. 

An old, old book, the wisdom of an age, 

Stamped in the flame of truth by genius' seal. 

Declares to all who read the mighty page, 
"God spake these words and said, 'Thou shalt not 
steal/ " 

Is there this God to whom our fathers prayed? 

We question : and the answer, Who can tell ? 
Is death the wage of crime and trust betrayed? 

And shall the felon writhe in fires of hell ? 

We do not know. We read the awful words, 
" 'Vengeance is mine/ the Lord saith." How and 
when? 

The shepherd slays the wolf among his herds, 
Why wiait for hell to scourge the wolves of men ? 

Later or soon the law will apprehend 
The rough cut thug who robs you in the street. 

Who by a quick dealt blow attains his end ; 
We sigh, and praise our justice thus complete. 

But w^hen our "betters," holding absolute 
Control of millions for the common weal. 

This trust and power shall grossly prostitute ; 
Interpret, Lord, thy words, "Thou shalt not steal." 
6 
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Read the defense and say, Are these things men, 
Honored among us, leaders of finance, 

Shaving the orphans' portion in their den. 
Scratching like harpies in a hideous dance ? 

V 

This they have done with funds of sacred trust, 
Saved by the loving father's careful plan 

For wife and children when he bites the dust ! 
Bah ! the red thug's a better gentleman ! 

Is there a God ? Good heavens, maybe, yes! 

For aught we care these men may go to hell 
Or whine in Paradise, but give a guess. 

Will any go to Sing Sing? Well ! Well ! ! Well ! ! ! 

Yet, hold and jest not; for the thing transcends 
In its vast import any group of men. 

Whether they grace the diamond horseshoe's bends, 
Or, wlhere the river bends, their Sing Sing ken. 

The question: Shall this nation under God 

Conceived in liberty, and rising sure 
To power and empire, sanctified by blood 

Of heroes ; shall the nation thus endure ? 

The answer seems like No ! Since not to-day 

So stands our country on its blood bought dower. 

Above the law the State sustains the sway 
Of seemingly all potent money power. 
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Our many crimes of "legal" theft of gold, 
Crimes red with blood from criminal neglect, 

The viler crime of legislation sold — 
These are not matters safely to neglect. 

Russia neglected them and seemed to place 
Grand ducal sanction on the game of theft ; 

And sprawling now she hopes to save her face — 
Of ships, arms, honor and of cash bereft. 

Now, thank the Lord, we have no dishrag Czar, 
But one called Theodore, belov'd of God, 

And justly so of man. In peace and war 
A leader, and of crooks a scourging rod. 

Believe in God and keep your powder dry ; 

And that's Jerome who's gathering headway now ; 
Sustain and watch him closely, keep him spry, 

And get him into this insurance row! 
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From "The Sun" July 21, 1905. 

THE TIME IS COME. 
RUSSIA-AMERICA, 1905. 

The time is come that judgment must begin upon 
the land 
Which has broken the commandment that the 
Lord declareth good, 
Which in pride and utter blindness has allowed the 
felon's hand 
To paralyze the effort that in vain for honor stood. 

For if God spared not the angels that had sinned, 
but cast them down. 
And delivered unto judgment those who broke His 
holy laws. 
Shall the flaming fire of vengeance be deflected from 
the crown 
That has robbed its heroes dying in the tottering 
empire's cause? 

Though we know not that this downfall doth the 
hand of God reveal. 
Yet one thing clear as daylight we may know and 
understand — 
Condoning to the felon God's command "Thou shalt 
not steal" 
Is a national dishonor, were he highest in the land. 

9 
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America, our wiell beloved, thy birthright was 
achieved 
In weariness and painfulness, in hunger and in 
cold; 
Thy blood bought dower of freedom from corrup- 
tion's grasp retrieved 
Doth, like the Almighty's glory, thy majestic 
form enfold. 

Thou splendid one ! The felons, they have trafficked 
in thy dower 
And the heritage of children they have stolen 
shamelessly. 
America! Arouse thee in the fullness of thy power! 
Thou art weary of forbearing, strike them down 
and be thou free ! 
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From 'The Sun," September 8, 1905. 

EQUITABLE HISTORY MADE EASY FOR 
BEGINNERS. 

Jimmy owned the game fatris testamentis. 
Jame&j he dealt the same in loco parentis. 

Game, it w<as a mint, name did luster shed ; 
Public sine stint anxious to be bled. 

Jimmy's stock was voted by a bunch of shirts 
Owned by him, but noted men of high deserts. 

Certainly 'twas funny, also it was sad, 

Jimmy had the money, but the others "had" the lad ! 

Jimmy was a kinglet of our high finance ; 
Snapped the 'straining stringlet, started up the 
dance. 

Well ! He cut a caper ! Certainly raised hell ! 
Such as reams of paper can't begin to tell! 

Walked around the table, wrung his genial shirts, 
Till Senators were able to pay him his deserts ! 

James was not consistent. Boy a spanking. needed. 
But if Jimmy was insistent, James did the same as 
he did! 
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James, who*d swallowed camels comme bouche de 

jambon, 
Balked at birds and mammals served with wine to 

Cambon. 

Bitter reams of screed, rebounding cuique suum, 
Show the kings, at need, confounding meum tuum. 

In a death-grip crucial, the vast bunco steerers 
Of giant graft fiducial howl before their hearers. 

Reputations wither, stagger and go down. 
Statesmen wonder whither went their lost renown ! 

Many ran amuck in the awful rain of missiles. 
But the swiftest blows wiere struck by the sledge- 
like Paul's epistles. 

Round the crime revealed draws the legal cordon, 
And toward that concealed on 'tother side of Jordan. 

If weVe harbored vermin, as Governor Higgins said, 
Let our courts determine on Sing Sing board and 
bed. 

WeVe threatened by the danger, supreme of all our 

time, 
That justice shall be stranger to our kings of graft 

and crime. 
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THE FIDUCIAL VIRGIN. 

Fm the virgin fiducial, the gainless 

Protector of widow and kid ; 
I'm the only big bug that stood stainless 

When Morton was lifting the lid. 

Oh ! I summoned my satellite brothers 

Inviting our owner to quit, 
That the arch-foe of rebates to others 

Should stand undisputedly IT. 

By the biggest bugs busiest buzzing 
Buzzed I, 'till my betters were shent ; 

And I cinched while the others were fuzzing, 
Sixty thousand less twenty per cent. 

Unharmed by the cutting of Sickles, 
Even Time's swinging scythe I endure 

Notwithstanding I get into pickles. 
Because, bless your heart, I am pure. 

Mr. Hughes, I'm a virgin, untarnished 

By the filth of the fiducial sty. 
And the rebates my policies garnished 

Are but chaste recognition of /. 
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From "The Globe** October 13, 1905. 

RATS! 

Dear William Jerome, we are troubled with rats ; 
They are eating the cheese we have stored in the 

vats, 
In spite of our Hendricks — ^the slowest of cats ! 

We have all worked together in making the cheese 
To keep wife and children in comfort and ease ; 
But rats overrun us and do as they please. 

We have a new torn cat — ^a good mouser — Paul, 
Who cleaned out some rats that infested his hall, 
And sweet were the notes of his strong caterwaul ! 

We have hired a musician named Hughes, who can 

play 
Like the Piper of Hamlin, and down on Broadway 
He is charming the rats from their holes every day ! 

Now William Jerome, join voice with the cats, 
Sing loud as we cheer you and throw up our hats ! 
Loud ! Louder ! Jerome ! Sing Sing for the rats ! 
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MORE RATS, GOVERNOR! 

"We should not destroy the edifice (Life Insur- 
ance) to rid ourselves of the vermin that infest it/' 
etc. — Governor Higgins' July Message on the Equit- 
able revelations. 

Slick-witted, gouty-bellied, nimble-pawed. 
Keen-scented, fattest pickings to determine ; 

Rapacious, predatory, potent-jawed : — 

Higgins ! WeVe struck another nest of vermin ! 

October, 1905. 
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BOYS, LOOK UP. 

Shackle and chain him dowjn, this — what's his 
name? 

This Harry Leonard, caught with plunder rich 
By rubber-stamp and handy pen — Oh shame ! 

Stolen from Stillman sleeping at the switch. 

Horrible ! Wall Street trembles in its boot. 
Having but one since Leonard pulled its leg. 

Shocked that a cop's bad boy should land his loot 
By rubbering round that copper-fastened keg ! 

Sing Sing for yours, my boy. Example must 
Be made lest other children go astray. 

You draw a blank in tampering with trust 
Reposed in you at ninety cents a day ! 

Boys ! Messengers and clerks at six a week, 
Be honest with the trustful millionaire ! 

And more than all else, guard the poor and weak. 
The widows' and orphans' humble share ! 

Look up for guidance ; Senator Depew 
Shines like a beacon to aspiring youth. 

Nice Mr. Jordan bade his job adieu 

Guarding the widowis from unwelcome truth. 

i6 
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Look to the good McCurdys, all inspired 
By mutual effort and a steady nerve ; 

And that choice gent, Jim Hyde, the modern Bayard 
Chevalier preux des orphSlins et veuves! 

These and their kind are rich and winning guides 
All gone to hel — ping lift the widow's burden ! 

Don't be a thief, whose pants a jimmy hides ; 

Be good, like them, and gain the golden guerdon ! 
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From "The Sun" October 22, 1905. 

1 
1 

THE ISSUE. 

America! The hand of Fate is beckoning; 

Like gathering storm the wrath of God doth 
lower. 
Nothing can save us at the final reckoning 

If we shall fail to break the felon's power. 

The time is come to shatter absolutely 
The thieves who have fiducial honor sold ; 

liy flaming sword of justice, resolutely 
To thrust the felon, through a wiall of gold ! 

In splendid palaces, the prostitutions 

And shameless squanderings of the widow's mite 
Threaten the lifeblood of our institutions 

And sharply line the issue for the fight. 

Transcending vengeance! 'Tis^he test of ages; 

'Tis doom ; beyond or man's or Grod's appeal. 
The nation cannot live which lightly gauges 

The Lord's supreme command, "Thou shalt not 
steal." 
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From "Life" November 9, 1905. 

FIDUCIAL REFLECTIONS BY A COP. 

Touchin' on and appertaining to insurance, 
I have noticed in the papers the recurrence 
Of them graftin', thievin' names applied to every 
Big fiducial gent, they used to hand to Devery. 

Graftin' for a cop, is findin' money easy,' 

As he meets with folks whose hands is pretty greasy. 

But if Bill touched good and hard when cash was 

needin'. 
Why, the folks he hit could always stand the 

bleedin*. 

I never knew that graft was philanthropic — 
I heard Judge Forster speak once on that topic — 
But gents who can have Senators advise 'em 
Can take the ten commandments and revise 'em. 

Fm just a cop— I ain't no gent nor scholar — 
But graftin' rumshops for an easy dollar 
Seems honest as against the mighty stealin' 
These big gents with the widows' trust are dealin'. 

P'raps Devery's morals wouldn't stand debatin' ; 
Bill never wrote no "Get behind me, Satan." 
But when we dance for hell's big hurdy-gurdies, 
I'd rather dance in Bill's set, than McCurdy's. 
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From '*Life" November 23, 1905. 

THE GOBBLE-UNS 'LL GIT 'EM. 
With sincere apologies to Orphdnt Annie. 

Nice Mister Hughes is cpme to our house to stay, 
To wash an' clean the saucy pups, an' crush the 

bums away. 
An' shoo the vermin off the porch, an' scare 'em all 

like sheep. 
An' prod the fakes 'at stole the cakes, an' earn his 

board an' keep. 
An' all us other children, when supper things is 

done. 
We think about the witch-tales that Mr. Hughes 'as 

spun. 
An' watch with frightened looks the bag from which 

the cat is out, 
For the Gobble-uns '11 git us ef we don't watch out! 

Onc't they was a little boy 'at loved his sugarplum. 
An' the other boys they liked him 'cause he gave 'em 

some. 
But onc't when they was "Company," an' old folks 

was there. 
He mocked 'em, an' shocked 'em, an' said he didn't 

care! 
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An' thist as he kicked his heels, an' all had run ta 

hide, 
They was a great deal bigger boy a-standin' by his 

side 
Who fired him out the window *fore he knowed what 

he's about, 
An' the Gobble-uns '11 git 'im ef he don't watch out ! 



They's lots of awful little boys hasn't said their 

prayers, ^ 

An' sometimes Mister Hughes he has ketched 'em 

unawares, 
An' when he turned the kivvers down, to look into 

the mind 
Of the boys with biggest sugarplums, they wasn't 

much to find! 
An' other 'fraid-cat little boys have left the fields at 

home 
An' are in the land of Jordan, where they isn't no 

Jerome ! 
For they knowed they'd lied an' stolen, an' they 

heerd the boogie shout : 
"Oh, the Gobble-uns '11 git you ef you don't watch 

out!" 
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An' Mister Hughes is thinking that when the air is 
blue, 

An' everyone says "Sing Sing," an' Jerome goes woo 
oo! 

An* the Committee sits, an* the sky is grey, 

An' the eighth commandment is all squenched away, 

You better mind your Ps and Qs, an' git yer con- 
science clear, 

An' churish them 'at trusts you, an' dry the orphants' 
tear. 

Nor rob the pore an' needy ones 'at clusters all 
about, 

Er the Gobble-uns '11 git you ef you don't watch 
out! 
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From "Life" December 14, 1905. 

SENATORIAL REFLECTIONS BY A COP. 

I am pestered by the cops around the Station 
'Bout what Cap'n calls my "rhythmic, lucubration" ; 
Well, I rhyme for fun, like Devery's office-chasin*, 
An' I don't think the Muse's bower's disgracin*. 

I've thought a lot about the silk-hat grafter, 
An' what'll be the cards they'll draw hereafter. 
It's hard to run these millionaires up riv^r, 
But down below, I'll bet you they won't shiver! 

They didn't ketch Bill, but they fair caught 

Chauncey, 
And made him cough his swag, and make a fancy 
Flim-flam defence of "did and didn't do it !" 
You'd think the rag would make 'im sick to chew it ! 

No cop on such a talk wpuld last a minute, 
McAdoo'd fire 'im quick as he'd begin it ; 
Yet Chauncey's jobs still keep 'im sleek and smilin', 
'Though he got Pauled on that Insurance bilin'. 

But what sticks me is, Devery got his soakin', 
Suspected but not proved, but Chauncey broke in 
An' had the goods, and yet the State don't jump 'im ! 
I ain't no saint, but New York oughter dump 'im. 
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THE MISSIONARY MEISTERSINGER, 
AT YELLOW YULETIDE. 

The great fiduciary pirates drop 

Their Philanthropic missions, one by one, 

And with their cash and shame — a plenteous crop — 
Review the acts and widows they have done. 

It almost seems invidious of the Muse 
Dans cette galore, to exalt a buccaneer; 

And yet : — "You make me seem a fool, Sir Hughes !'* 
Ah ! Swan of Morristown ! Thy title^s clear ! 

Gentle and touching Bard ! whose gentle touch 
Full many a year shall child and widow feel ! 

Satan, behind by rhymed request, gave much. 
Indeed, was prodigal of fatted veal ! 

The $imple-$eeming harpi$t'$ $ure $ucce$$ 
Ri$e$ $erene, and $purn$ the du$t ! Ala$! ! 

$inging $o $weetly mid$t the $eason'$ $tre$$— 
"$hoo! $hoo! $tep $oft! Apagel Satanasr 

24 



Digitized by 



Google 



Picture his holy calm, unbroken save 

By twinges : — What of conscience ? No, of gout! 
In tender thought of mites the widows gave 

The "blank mind" shuns the silent Fields without ! 

Freed of his qares, the tuneful buccaneer 
May now with Satan hold a rearward seat, 

Unless the Law arise to interfere 

With the chaste missionary's calm retreat ! 

Ah ! Lex ! Be lax ! The poet loveth pax 

From which he drew the "widow" played and 
won! 
What though the waste of Fields the bright Hughes 
lacks ? 
The Yule-log flames in gold ! The tale is done ! 
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From "Life." 

EDUCATIONAL REFLECTIONS BY A COP. 

Last night I brought a thief before the Cap'n, 
And Cap. says, "Bardlets, wherefore doth it happen 
The rhythmic high financial castigator 
Doth deign to club and jug this small potater?" 

Well let 'em laugh. My fren' who taught me 

rhymin' 
He says this crooked, squirmin', doUar-climbin' 
By just escapin' Sing Sing, needs my troiincin' 
As much as Bishop Potter's fierce denouncin'. 

My fren' says, Eliot boss of Harvard College, 
A man world-famous for his cinch on knowledge, 
Has workin' for him, big men, famous scholars. 
And his job pays him just six thousand dollars. 

That's all he gets, no graft, no syndicating 
He's got three thousand boys he's educatin'. 
Yet kings would honor him if they were able 
Who wouldn't have McCurdy at their table ! 

They've fired McCurdy, rich in all but knowledge 
And honor ; but this Eliot, Harvard College 
Just loves and honors him and couldn't fire him. 
I ain't no scholar, but I sure admire him. 
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From "The Sun" March i, 1906. 

RESIGNATION OWED. 

I wonder why they want me to resign. 
And why there is a coolness in the air 

Which formerly embraced me in benign 
And genial ready welcome everywhere? 

They turned the lights so high I had to make 
Some slight admission that I really knew 

A mortgage had been fastened to the stake 
Which Webb had dubbed the City of Depew. 

And that "rantankerous friend" (what is his name?), 
I wondered what the devil he would say 

When Hughes had smoked him out! But he was 
tame, 
And only kicked a little on his pay. 

I think I showed them clearly how I earned. 
For service rendered, twenty thousand per. 

Since I alone of all the board discerned 
The golden worth of Sieur TAmbassadeur. 

I don't see why I should not serve my term 
(I mean in Washington), and trust that yet. 

Standing Odell-like in the clamor, firm. 
The public, like McCurdy, will forget. 
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From "Passaic Daily Herald/' March 21, 1906. 

RICH RICHARD'S VALEDICTORY. 

Everybody's awf'ly good to me, dontcherknow ! 
In spite of Justice Peckham's earnest plea, off I go. 

And ril woo the microbe muse 

Far away from Mister Hughes 
In the chaste fiducial climate of Paree, tout-a-heau ! 

A nawsty cheap reporter bothered me, and Thebaud, 
And my servant, to protect us manfullee, laid him 
low. 
But it was against the law 
To have smashed the person's jaw, 
So we couldn't bail our man and set him free, 
dontcherknow? 

Andy Fields most certainly was good, dontcher- 
know? 
For, if Hughes had ever had him where I stood, 
squirming so. 
He'd have surely raised a riot. 
So I fired him on the quiet. 
And I couldn't give him orders if I would! Am I 
slow? 
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I hear they're frying fish in Standard Oil. Is it so? 
There'll be some pretty kettles when they boil, with 
the dough ! 
For the widow's humble cruse, 
Yields a potent stream of juice; 
But we've drawn our share of spoil — me and Bob — 
and Thebaud ! 
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JOHN A. M'CALL. 

When in your wisdom, you condemn McCall, 
Bear this in mind ; he never swerved nor shrank 

Before the storm ; he fell as man may fall, 
And the last dregs of bitterness he drank. 

With gold he curbed your felon statesman's power. 
And 'though deserted at the utmost trial. 

He did not swear himself a fool, nor cower 
In perjured idiocy of denial. 

He wielded like a giant mighty things 
Of his immense upbuilding. He was made 

The shining mark of fortune's cruel swings. 
And the wiiole price of ruin he has paid ! 
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GET RICH— ANYHOW! 

Neumer and Lobley with bungling crudity 

Mulcted the Equitable. Now they're in jail ! 
Wiser men cover embezzlement's nudity 

Raking off millions within the Law's pale. 
Fatten your Senators, pay up your Governor, 

Subsidize Pecksniffs to squirm through the Law^ 
Skyrocket salaries, don't be a sloven, or 

Some other shark '11 have you in his maw ! 

Captain Van Schaick knew his job was dependent on 

Running a fire-trap with tramps for a crew ; 
He needed the job and is now sole defendant on 

Burning or drowning a thousand or two 1 
See that inspectors are carefully followed up. 

Eyes will grow dull when the pocket is crammed. 
Don't have your profits by fool repairs swallowed 
up; 

Run the old hulk, and the public be damned ! 
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Get from a Senator tests of legality, 

Sharpen your scheme by his precious advice, 
Steer yourself clear of the shoals of rascality. 

The steering is costly, but well worth the price! 
Win cash by bribery, perjury, anyhow! 

Get it and keep it, and honor is yours. 
Your crime-tainted millions will keep tiresome men 
away, 

Christ and the poor will not darken your doors ! 
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MAD WRIGGLE. 

From a recently discovered old man-%vho-sUpt. 

WITH APOLOGIES TO SHAKESPEARE. 

Take, O take those slips away 

That discreetly were forborne, 
And those "ayes" — the rake of pay — 

Flights that do misbreed me scorn ! 
Cut my vicious spring of gain, 

Spring of gain, 
Steals of trove, that yield in vain, 

Yield in vain ! 

Hyde, O Hyde! Those hills of dough 
That thy chosen drew in shares, 
Cannot stop the winks, that show 

Scorn of those that 'scape ill prayers ! 

But worst yet, my pure heart see, 
Downed in the price I gained for thee ! 
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TO THE CITIZEN OF NEW YORK. 

They smashed up a train in a tunnel 

They knew was as black as a well, 
And as blinding with smoke as the funnel 

That belches the gases of hell. 
And they paid, as compelled by the tenet 

That life even stood a cash test ! 
Well? Their chairman was sent to the Senate, 

And the engineman suffered arrest ! 

You ripped out your voluble curses, 

Appalled by a hideous crime 
That blackened your East Side with hearses — 

The Slocum's all hell of a time ! 
Who hangs? Faugh ! They haggle and juggle 

And the sobbing poor nobody hears, 
^Till the Courts with an infinite struggle 

Give the poor devil Captain ten years! 

A nasty, cheap, throat-cutting muddle, 

With the bunco-sharks yelling for blood. 
Brings Hughes to the fiducial puddle 

Where embezzlement's common as mud ! 
Do they care for your fatuous curses 

And the prison you hold in their view? 
Bosh ! McCurdy is driveling verses, 

And your Senator's Chauncey Depew! 
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Your franchises they are ballooning, 

They rake you for millions a time, 
And you sit like an old woman, crooning 

You can't touch your masters of crime ! 
You are gripped *till you choke in your collar ; 

You dare not to strike as you squirm ; 
Yet they'll wring out your ultimate dollar. 

You poor helpless, spiritless worm ! 
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From " The Sun^^^ December 2^^ 1905. 

THE HEART OF MAN IS GOOD! BE CHEERFUL! 

A Christmas Dinner Grace. 

Remember we grow younger as the years begin to frost 
us 
On our tops (of course provided they can find the hair 
to frost) 
If we only keep our hearts young in the world where fate 
has tossed us. 
For love rolls back the years and makes us glad that 
we were tossed ! 

The only true philosophy consisteth of the attitude 
Of facing fortune with a smile e'en though you get 
the mit, 
Like the woman in the tenement who still had cause for 
gratitude 
And thanked the Lord she had two teeth and they 
were opposite! 

'Tis ill to gain through others' pain and spend the years 
atoning ; 
The bloom of love is fairer than the skull of hate 
beneath ; 
Oh, listen ! Through your laughter, I can hear the table 
groaning ! 
Hurrah ! And let us thankful be for oppositious teeth ! 
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